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Or tm Going To Beat You With This Tambourine 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by this confession and this video. And the fact that | like to smoosh together just about anybody. 


He drank a little more than usual that night. Blame it on a lot of their friends being there, performing, as well. 
Blame it on it being unusually warm. Blame on it whatever you want. Stone was feeling pretty damn good. But 
there was one guy who was feeling a hell of a lot better than him. Dave Grohl. Sometime right before the last 
song in their set, Dave snuck up, onto Matts drum riser, and grabbed one of Ed's tambourines. He went 
apeshit and would have the sore neck the following day to prove it. Stone couldn't help but be drawn to the 
guy's infectious, joyful, carefree attitude. There were a couple times that he got so caught up in watching 
Dave, he forgot to play his guitar. 


As they all slowly made their way off stage, Stone pulled another bottle of beer from the cooler. He stooped 
slightly to pick up the bottle opener tied with a string to the cooler's handle. Just as he did that, someone 
came up behind him and played the tambourine on his ass, hard and repeatedly. Stone opened the beer and 
straightened back up. 


"Watch it, Grohl." He playfully warned without turning around. 


Instantly, two big, strong arms went around his waist and a sweaty, laughing Dave Grohl was leaning against his 


back. Stone huffed and shook his head, pulling the tambourine from Dave's hand. 

"Stoney, that was so much fun!" Dave wailed as he gave Stone a squeeze and then let him go. 

Stone put the tambourine down on top of the cooler and then turned to face Dave. "It was a lot of fun. Great 
to see you guys out here." He had to smile. Dave reminded him of a happy, panting puppy. "Where you going 
after this?" 

Dave shrugged. "Where you going?" 

"Italy." 


"Maybe l'll go to Italy, too." 


Stone laughed. "Oh, yeah?" He quickly side-stepped Dave and started for the steps. With a smirk, Stone glanced 
over his shoulder. "Had a little to drink tonight, buddy?" 


Dave quickly followed behind. "Maybe." 

"| should probably go," Stone searched for an excuse to escape the drunk, hyper puppy. "Find Jeff. Or Mike. Or 
You don't wanna hang out?" Dave pouted for a millisecond before he turned on the big grin again. "Come on, 
Stoney! Hang out! We haven't caught up in like, forever! We need to catch up more often!" 

He took a long drink of beer as he stared at Dave. The toothy grin and dimples, the sparkling eyes, the 
absolute joyful energy that was practically rippling off the other man's body were just too much for Stone. 
With a little sigh, he relented. "Fine. Come on" Stone smiled when Dave's grin grew impossibly bigger and he 
swore if Dave had a tail, it would be wagging. "| should probably get out of these sweaty clothes, anyway.’ 
"Mmhmm, should" Dave murmured in response as he picked up the tambourine from the cooler. 

"Put that down!" 

"Nope!" Again, the tambourine found it's way to Stone's ass. 

He swung around and swiftly grabbed it from Dave's hand, giving him a glare. Dave gasped in surprise before 


his big, silly grin reappeared. Stone sighed and moved the tambourine into his other hand, holding it and the 
beer. He raised his free hand and pointed toward the tents. "Go." 


A roadie shoved a half-full bottle of Crown Royal into Dave's hand as he passed which made him shout his 
thanks. Dave quickly unscrewed the cap and took a long drink, turning to offer it to Stone. 


He took the bottle and raised it to his lips, taking a small sip. He wasn't sure where Dave was leading him and 
was convinced Dave didn't know, either. But, to Stone's surprise, Dave walked directly to a small tent with a 
sign taped out front that read, "Them Crooked Vultures". Inside, it was empty but for a couple couches and a 


small fridge and Dave's warm-up kit. Dave collapsed onto a couch with a small groan. Stone set the tambourine 


down on the other couch and slowly sat down beside Dave. He leaned forward to set his beer bottle on the 


floor, but kept the bottle of Crown in his hand. 

"So," He began. "Catching up..?" 

Dave turned his head and smiled. "You sounded really good tonight." 
"Thanks. Yeah, Ed's voice is holding up and Mikey's on fire." 

Dave shook his head. "No, no, no. You. You sounded good." 


Stone was sure he blushed a little. "Thanks." He raised the bottle to his lips and took a bigger drink, wincing as 
he swallowed it down. 


"Not used to that, huh?" Dave laughed softly as he took the bottle out of Stone's hand. 

‘Nope. Generally only drink beer." 

"Don't know what you're missing." Dave replied before taking a long drink. 

Stone found himself watching Dave's throat as he swallowed. "And you intend to show me what l'm missing?" 
"Yep!" 

Stone grinned as he looked around. He stood up and wandered over to the drum kit, shooting Dave a glance as 
he picked up a pair of sticks and sat down on the stool. He tapped one of the crash cymbals and tested out 
the kick pedal. 

Dave watched with a little smirk "You can play." 

"Not really." 

Dave stood up and wandered over, bringing the bottle with him. He moved to stand behind Stone, bringing his 
free hand down and wrapping it around Stone's right wrist. He leaned into his back as he guided his right hand 


across his body to the hi-hat. Dave took another long drink before putting the bottle down and taking Stone's 


left wrist and guiding it toward the snare drum. Quietly, in his ear, Dave murmured, "Slow." He noticed when 


Stone's back stiffened, but chose to ignore it. He moved Stone's hands and helped him tap out a slow, 
syncopated beat and then started to speed it up until both men were giggling and a stick slipped from Stone's 
hand. 

"That's what happens when you're drunk." 


‘tm not that drunk" Stone argued as he turned his head and found the side of Dave's head millimeters from 
his mouth. 


"| think | am." Dave replied as he turned his head. 


Their eyes met and Stone was barely aware of Dave's right hand sliding up his arm while his left hand had 
moved to his chest. 


"Maybe ..maybe l'm a little drunker than | thought." 
"Drunker?" Dave grinned. "That's not word." 

"That's definitely a word" 

"| don't think it is." 

"What the hell do you know?" 


Dave's eyes darted to one side as he considered. With a little shrug, he replied, "I know you're letting me feel 
you up right now." 


"Because I'm drunker than | thought!" Stone rolled his eyes. 
"Okay, if you say so." He slowly started to pull back, reaching to pick up the bottle. 


When Dave straightened up, Stone spun around on the drum stool, placing a foot on either side of Dave and 
both hands on Dave's hips. He looked up, watching Dave take another drink. 


Dave raised an eyebrow as he pulled the bottle away from his mouth. "Something you want down there, 


Stoney?" 
His mouth opened and his tongue swept across his top lip as his hands moved toward Dave's belt buckle. He 
watched Dave grow still as a statue before he reached up and took the bottle from his hand. "Yep. To get 


drunker" 


"You fucker" 


Stone squirmed out from between Dave and the drum stool and returned to the couch, picking up the 
tambourine on his way. He took a long drink, wincing and groaning as he swallowed. Dave had to adjust himself 
before he wandered over and sat down beside Stone. He slid his arm across the back of the couch behind him 
and, without thought, Stone leaned into him. Dave's hand curved around Stone's shoulder and he buried his nose 
in Stone's hair, taking a deep breath. 

"Smell good. Didn't you say something about getting out of your sweaty clothes?" 

"Mmhmm." 

"Do it. I'll watch." 

Stone snickered. "You'll watch? Watch what?" 

"Watch you take your clothes off" 

"That's it?" 

"No." 


"Then what?" 


"Whatever you want." Dave's face was still buried in his hair as he spoke. Stone could hear his voice changing, 


becoming deeper and huskier. 

"Whatever | want?" He repeated. "I want to put you over my lap and beat your ass with this tambourine." 
Dave pulled back and stared at Stone with wide eyes before he dissolved into giggles. "You do not!" 

Stone grinned for just a moment before he tried to give Dave a serious look. "No, | do. Take your clothes off 
and bend over my knee. You've been bad." But he, too, started to giggle. He still kept an eye on Dave as he 


turned his head to take a drink from the bottle. 


Dave took the bottle from him and set it down on the floor next to his foot. He turned back to Stone and 
clasped his chin in his hand, drawing him closer, and pressed his lips to Stone's mouth. He paused for only a 
moment before parting his lips and kissing him again, gently urging Stone to kiss him back, sliding his fingers 
into his hair and sweeping his thumb over Stone's jaw. 


Josh stepped into the tent and bellowed, "Hey, Dave, | -" He froze at the sight before him. "Well, well, well." 


Dave lifted his hand from Stone's shoulder and raised his middle finger. Josh laughed softly as he backed out 
of the tent. Stone pulled back and searched Dave's eyes as his cheeks flushed. 


“Still need to get drunker?" 
"Shut up," Stone grunted. "Its a word" He pulled Dave back to him and seized his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. 


With an arm around Stone's back, Dave groaned into the kiss as he shifted Stone sideways on the couch and 
leaned over him, forcing him back against the arm. Dave moved in between his legs, pushing his free hand up 
inside Stone's t-shirt. Stone dropped the tambourine onto the floor and then reached back behind his head to 
grasp the arm of the couch while his other hand knotted into Dave's long hair. He groaned and pushed his hips 
up as they made out, tongues twisting against each other, tasting of whiskey and beer. It made Stone's head 
spin and, without any thought, he pushed the hand that was gripping the couch between their bodies and 


directly into Dave's jeans. 


Dave growled as he broke the kiss and moved his mouth to Stone's neck. He started to rock, thrusting himself 
into Stone's hand, which stroked and squeezed him. When he bit down, Stone gasped and arched, tilting his head 
back to give Dave more access. Dave moved his hand from inside of Stone's shirt to quickly fumbling to 
unbuckle his belt. He only got as far as popping the button on his jeans before Stone would wait no longer. 


"Fucking ..do it!" He grunted as he bucked underneath Dave. 


With a low purr, Dave slid his hand into Stone's pants and found his hard cock. Together, they rocked and 
thrust against each other, stroking furiously as they deeply kissed. Their lips were melded together and their 
tongues lapped at one another. Stone's hand in Dave's hair knotted into a fist and he pulled hard. The hand 
underneath Stone's back gripped him, Dave's fingernails digging and raking through the thin cotton of his shirt. 


"Close," Dave growled. "So fucking close." He lifted his head and howled when Stone squeezed him hard and 
slammed his hips up, against Dave. 


Stone wrapped a long leg around Dave and pressed his head into the arm of the couch, using it as leverage to 
rock harder and faster. his eyes squeezed closed and he grit his teeth, a long, guttural scream building in his 
throat until it finally erupted when he came hard into Dave's hand. 


"Fuck, yes!" Dave grunted. He drove himself into Stone's squeezing fist until he, too, reached his peak with a 
loud cry of Stone's name. 


"Shh!" Stone tried to hush him but it was useless. 


Dave continued to moan and murmur his name as he slowly floated back down to earth. Stone pulled his hand 
from his pants and uncurled his fingers that were pulling at Dave's hair. He gently pet his head and lay soft 
kisses to Dave's neck and throat. Dave carefully pulled his hand free and lifted his head, bringing his fingers to 


his mouth and licking them clean. 


"Good?" 


"So good" 
"This is what you call catching up?" 
"Mmhmm." 


Stone grinned as he reached down and found the tambourine. He brought it up and started to beat it against 


Dave's ass. "Then you're right. We need to catch up more often 


